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never forgot to tell them that all these things
were the gift of San Marco, "and that they
would all vanish if a single Venetian were un-
grateful enough to give up believing in and
adoring him.

Then, one day, the sons went out fishing on
the open sea, outside Lido. They were in com-
pany wsth several others, had a splendid vessel,
and intended being away several days. The
weather was fine, and they hoped for a goodly
haul.

They, left the Rial to, the large island where
the city proper lies, one early morning, and as
they passed through the lagoons they saw all
the islands whichy like fortifications, protect
Venice against the sea, appear through the mist
of the morning. There were La Gindecca and
San Giorgio on the right, and San Michele,
Muracco and San Lazzaro on the left. Then is-
land followed upon island in a large circle, right
on to the long Lido lying straight before them,
and forming, as it were, the clasp of this string
of pearls. And beyond Lido was the wide, in-
finite sea.

When they were well at sea, some of them got
into a small boat and rowed out to set their
nets. It was still fine weather, although the
waves were higher here than inside the islands.
None of them, however, dreamt of any danger*
Tfcey tad a good boat and were experienced men*